he’s the only support of an invalid mother, he insists, to Charlus’s disgust.) She spoils 
it completely when she comes in, flourishing a bottle of mineral water—‘The landlady 
gave it to me for my stomach.” (She had been sick the day before.) It’s a hopeless 


anticlimax when she flings wide the sheet . . . Guido sleeps while Carla reads a 
comic book; both sleep. . . . A black-robed woman, seen from behind, appears; 
Guido wakes; she gestures to him to follow. . . . He is in a great weedy cemetery 


bounded by two long lines of high crumbling walls in which are niches and tombs. He 
talks with his dead father and mother (the woman in black). His father complains, in 
a reasonable tone and with precise gestures, as one explains why a new flat won’t do, 
that his tomb is uncomfortably cramped; Guido listens sympathetically. . . . The 
producer and his assistant appear and complain to his parents that Guido is lazy and 
irresponsible; the parents agree he has always been a problem. . . . Guido helps his 
father back into his grave, tenderly, a dutiful son. He kisses his mother goodbye, she 
suddenly embraces him passionately and kisses him on the mouth, turning into a 
younger woman (his wife, as we find later). 

(2) Interior of a movie theater, empty except for Guido, who is isolated with his 
contemptuous collaborator; lower down we see his wife with her sister and friends, 
and the producer with his entourage. Guido must at last choose the cast, from screen 
tests; no more stalling, the producer warns, I can make it tough for you if you force 
me to. Wife’s party murmur approval, everybody glares at Guido. The critic-collab- 
orator, sitting just behind him, begins again to tell him how stupid his ideas are. Guido 
listens courteously, as always, then (beginning of shortest fantasy-sequence) raises one 
finger. Two assistants take the critic by the arms, lead him into the aisle, put a black 
hood over his face, a rope around his neck, and hang him. Back to reality: shot of 
Guido with his collaborator, undamaged, still sitting behind him. Producer calls for 
projectionist to begin; screen is lit by a blazing rectangle of light that is switched off at 
once. (Beginning of longest fantasy, which lasts to the end, with dreams inside dreams 
inside dreams; from now on, despite some misleading illusions of reality, we are inside 
Guido’s head.) Instead of the screen tests everybody has come to see, we now have 
live actors and actresses trying out on the stage for parts that are not in the science- 
fiction movie Guido is supposed to be making, but are rather part of his biography: 
wife, mistress, La Saraghina, etc. The producer sees nothing strange, since he’s now in 
Guido’s head too, and keeps demanding that a choice be made. But Guido says they’re 
all bad. Only the originals will do, after all, since no matter how talented the massive 
actress who imitates La Saraghina, she isn’t the real thing. 

A man whispers to Guido, as he sits dejectedy watching the tests, that Claudia, 
whom he knew years ago as a young actress, wants to see him about a part. Guido 
follows him eagerly, is excited to find that Claudia (played by Claudia Cardinale) 
looks exactly like the Muse (also played by Cardinale) he has already encountered 
several times in mysterious and frustrating circumstances. He takes her for a night 
drive in his sports car to talk it over. The first thing she says is, “How big will my part 
be?” . . . Cut to a provincial town square, old houses facing each other, a baroque 
gateway closing one end, the whole giving the effect of an oblong room open to the 
sky: camera peers through the only window that is lit and we see Claudia the Muse, 
all in white, against white walls, setting a white table with fruit and wine—a lovely, 
poetic glimpse. (Gianni di Venanzo’s photography alone would make 8% worth 
seeing.) Guido and the other Claudia drive into the square, but now all the windows 
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